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MY LORD, 


1 VERY much fear I ſhall be thought guilty of 
great preſumption in taking the liberty to dedi- 
cate to your excellency a play repreſented at this 
ſeaſon of the year ; and, at the ſame time, in doing 
it without firſt obtaining leave: but as your excel- 
lency has too juſt a taſte and knowlege of every 
ſcience to paſs judgment on any writer, otherwiſe 
than. as you are influenced by the real merit of his 
performance, the firſt obje tion will be of little avail 
againſt me, for I ſhould have the ſame dread, at any 
other time, of not gaining your excellency's appro- 
bation, ſince I am ſenſible, I have but ſmall pre- 
tenſions to it from the alterations and additions I 
have made in the piece I do myſelf the honour to 
lay at your excellency's feet. 

The other objection, of not begging your excel- 
lency's permiſſion for this addreſs, is of no greater 
force than the former; for though very few Gen- 
tlemen of high birth and ſtation fo much deſcrre the 
encomiums of mankind as your excellency, yet, I 
am told, there are ſtill fewer but ſeem more de- 
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lighted with them, Then how could I apply to 
your excellency in an affair of this kind, which is, 
in my opinion, no better than a bargain between 
the patron and poet for ſuch a number of flatteries 
and overſtrained compliments, as your excellency 
would ſcorn to accept, had I meanneſs enough to 
make an offering of them ? 

But to take this occaſion of congratulating my 
native country, Ireland, on the happineſs it is going 
to receive from your wiſe and prudent admini- 
ſtration, and of being one of the foremoſt in 
ſhewing my zeal and duty to your excellency, I 
hope will not be thought an unpardonable am- 
bition in, 


My LORD, 
Tur ExcELLENCY's moſt obedient, 


and moſt devoted humble Servant, 


Crna. COFFEY., 
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Spoken by Mr. THEO PH. CIB BER. 


IN antient Greece the comic muſe appear d, 
Sworn ee to vice, by v irtue's frien l. rever 4. 
Impurtia ſhe indulg*'d her noble rage, 

And ſatire was the buſineſs of the ſtage. 
No reigning il vas fro om her 7% ure free, 
Ny ſex, no age of man, and no degree; 
Whoe'er by paſſion was, ar folly, , 

The laurel'd chief, or facer dot al heal, 

The te tant ſophiſt, ar imperiau dame, 
She laſb d the evil, nor canceaPd the nam 


How hart! the fate of wives in thiſe ſal times, 
J. 1 22 ets Won 'd chaſtife their Crimes. 4 
Il hen each cornuting mate, each r. ampart Ji . 
Had ber name bran. ed on the ſtage with guilt ! 
Each fair may now the comic / en. lure, 
And join the laugh, though at her {elf,, fecure. 
Lin#'d to a patient lord, this night Be hold 
A wilful hea Aſtrong ter napant, 2 ald: 
Mom, though ber "busband di 7 hat nan cod da, 
The devil only could reclaim lite you ; 
Like you whoſe virtues bright embellih life, 
Aud add a bleſſing to the name of wife. 


A merry wag, to mend vexatinus bries, 
Theſe ſcenes begun, which Bet your fathers ider 
And we, obſequinus to your taſte, prolong 
Your mirth, by courting the ſuppl: es of ſons : 
1f you approve, we our ſeſires abtain, 
And by your pleaſure ſball compute our gain. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON AE. 


MEN. 
Sir John Loverule, an honeſt country gentle- 
man, beloved for his hoſpitality. : Mr. Bears. 
Butler, ? Mr. Turbutt, 
Cook, . Mr. Leigh. 
Footman, 87 nnr. Mr. Gray. 
Coachman, 


Mr. Marſpall. 


Jobſon, A pſalm-finging cobler, tenant wy dir. Meer. 
Sir John. 
Doctor. Mr. Hill. 
WOMEN. 


Lady Loverule, wife to Sir John, a proud, 
canting, brawling fanatical ſhrew, 


| Lucy, h 14 Miſs Brett. 
Lettice, Fo OR Miſs Bennet. 


Nell, Jobſon's wife, an innocent country girl. Mrs. Clive. 


: Mrs. Pritchard. 


Tenants, Servants, 


SCENE, A Country Village. 


1 


I 


OR THE 


Wives METAMORPHOSED. 


SCENE I. The Cobler's Houſe. 


JOBSON, and NE LL. 
NE LL. 
| 1 good Jobſon, ſtay with me to-night, and for once 


make merry at home. 

Job. Peace, peace, you jade, and go ſpin; for if I lack any 
thread for my ſtitching, I will puniſh you by virtue of my 
ſovereign authority. 

Nell. Ay marry, no doubt of that; whilſt you take your 
ſwing at the alchouſe, ſpend your ſubſtance, get drunk 28 a 
beaſt, then come home like a ſot, and uſe one like a dog. 

Job. Nounz ! do you prate? Why, how now, brazen-face, 
do you ſpeak ill of the government ? Don't you know, Hully, 
that I am king in my own houſe, and that this is treaſon a- 
gainſt my majeſty ? 

Nell. Did ever one hear ſuch ſtuff? but I pray you now, Job- 
fon, don't go to the alchouſe to- night. 

Job. Well, Il humour you for once, but don't grow a: ey 
upon't; for | am invited by Sir John Loverule's butler, and am 
to be princely drunk with punch at the hall - place; we ſhall have 
a bowl large enough to ſwim in. 

Nell. But they ſay, huſband, the new lady will not ſuffer a 
ſtranger to enter her doors; ſhe grudges even a draught of ſmall 
beer to her own ſervants; and ſeveral of the tenants have come 
home with broken heads from her !adyſhip's own hands, -only 
for ſmelling ſtrong beer in her houſe. 

Job. A pox on her, for a fanatical jade! ſhe has almoſt diſ- 
trated the good knight: but ſhe's now abroad, feaſting with her 
relations, and will ſcarce come home to-night; and we are to 


have much drink, and a fiddlc, and merry gambols, 
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Nell. O dear huſband? let me go with you, we'll be as merry 
as the night's long. 

Job. Why how now, you bold baggage! wou'd you be carry'd 
to a company of [mooth-fac'd, eating, drinking, lazy ferving- 
men; no, no, y u jade, I'll not he a cuckold 

Nell. i'm ſure they wou'd make me welcome; you promis'd 
I ſhin'd fee the houſe, and the family has not been here be- 
fore, ſince you marry'd and brough! me home. 

Job Why, thou moſt audacious ſtrumpet dar'ſt thou diſpute 


wit'- me, thy lord and maſter? Get in and ſpin, or elſe my 


ſtrap ſhall wind about thy ribs moſt confoundedly. 


KI I. The 'T wicher. 


He that bas the bef wife, 

She's the plague of bis life ; 
But for her tht will (cold aud will quarrel, 

Let him cut her off ſbort 

Of ber meat and ber ſport, 
And ten times a diy hoop her barrel, brave boys, 
And ten times a day bovp ber barrel. 


Nell. Well, we poor women mult always be ſlaves, and never 
have any joy; but you men run and ramble at your plesſure. 

Job. Why, you molt peſtilent baggage, will you be hoop'd? 
Be gone. | 

Nell. I muſt obey. | [Going. 

Job. Stay! now I think on't, here's ſixpenee for you, get ale 
and apples, ſtretch and puff chyſelf up with lambs wool, rejoice 
and revel by thyſelf, be drunk and wallow in thy own fty, like 
a grumbling ſow as thou art, 


He that has the beſt wife, 
She's the plague of bis life, ete. kExcunt. 


SCENE H. Sir JOHN. 


BUTLER, COOK, FOOTMAN, COACHMAYN, 
LUCY, LETTICE, ec. 


But. I would the blind fidler and our dancing neighbours were 
here, that we might rejoice a lictle, while our termagant lady 
is abroad; I have made a moſt fovereiga bowl of punch. 


a Wwe A a 
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Lucy. We had need rejoice ſometimes, for our deviliſh new 
lady «ill never ſuffer it in her hearing. 

But I will maintain, there is more mirth in a galley, than 
in our family: our maſter indeed is the worthieſt gentleman — 
nothing but ſweeineſs and liberality. 

Foot. But here's a houſe turn'd topſy- turvey, from heaven to 
hell, fince ſhe came hither. 

Lucy. His former lady was all virtue and mildneſs. 

But. Ay, reſt her ſoul, ſhe was ſo; but this is inſpir'd with 
a legion of devils, who make her lay about her like a fury. 

Lucy I am ſure | always feel her in my bones; if her 
complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow in a morning, 
I am ſure to look black and blue for it before night. 

Cook Pox on ler! I dare not come within her reach. I 
have ſome fix broken heads already. A lady, quotha! a ſhe- 
bear is a civiler animal 

Foot. Heaven. help my poor maſter! this devilith termagant 
ſcolding woman will be the death of him; I never ſaw a man 
ſo alter'd all the days of my life. 

Cook. There's a perpetual motion in that tongue of hers, and 
a damn'd ſhrill pipe, enough to break the drum of a man's car. 


Enter Blind FIDLER, JOBSON, and NEIGHBOURS. 


But. Welcome, welcome all; this is our wiſh. Honeſt old 
acquaintance, goodman Jobſon! how doſt thou? | 
Job. By my troth, I am always ſharp ſet towards punch, 
and am now come with a firm reſolution, though but a poor 
cobler, to be as richly drunk as a lord; IT am a true Engliſh 
heart, and look upon drunkenneſs as the beſt part of the liberty 
of the ſubject. 
But. Come, Jobſon, we'll bring out our bowl of punch in ſo- 
lemn proceſſion ; and then for a ſong to crown our happineſs, 
They all go out, and return with a bowl of punch. 


AIX II. Charles of Sweden. 


Come jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure ; 

Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure : 
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Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 

That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 

Moy drink and ſing without controul, 
To jupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure ; 

That under thy pratection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 

And as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their lay, 

And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


But, The king and all the royal family, in a brimmer, — 


. 


Here's a good health te the king, 

And ſend him a proſperqus reigu ; 
O'er hills and high mountains, 
Well drink dry the fountains, 

Until the ſun riſes again ; brave boys, 

Until the ſun riſes again. 


Then here's to thee, my boy boon, 
And here's to thee, my boy boon ; 
As we've torry'd all day 
« For to drink down the fun, 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon ; brave boys, 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moos. 
[Omnes Huzza! 


Enter Sir JOHN, and LADY. 


Lady. O heaven and earth! what's here within my doors? 
Is hell broke looſe? What troops of fiends are here? Sirrah, 
you impudent raſcal, ſpeak! 

Sir john. For ſhame, my dear. As this is a time of 
mirth and jollity, it has always been the cuſtom of my houſe 
to give my ſervants liberty in this ſeaſon, and to treat my 


country neighbours, that with innocent ſports they may divert 
themſelves. 


— 


Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own affairs, I will govern 
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my own houſe without your putting in an oar. Shall I a 
leave to correct my own ſervants? 


Sir John. I thought, madam, this had been my houſe, and 
theſe my tenants and ſervants. 

Lady. Did | bring a fortune to be thus abus'd and ſnub'd 
before people? Do you call my authority in queſtion, ungrateful 
man? Look you to your dogs and horſes abroad, but it ſhall 
be my province to govern here; nor will I be control'd by cer 
a hunting hawkiag knight in Chriſtendom, 


ATR IV. Set by Mr. Secdo, 


Sir John. Te gods! you gave to me a wife, 

Out of your grace and favour ; 

To te the comfert of my life, 
And I was glad to have her : 

But if your providence divine, 
For greater bli/s deſign her, 

To obe your wills at any time 
I'm ready to reſign ber. 


This it is to be marry'd to a continual tempeſt ; ſtrife and noiſe, 

canting and hypocriſy, are eternally afloat. —'Tis impoſk bie 

to bear it long. | 
Lady. Ye filthy ſcoundrels, and odions jades, I'll teach you 


to junket thus, and ſteal my proviſions; I ſhall be devonr'd at 
this rate. 


But I thought, madam, we might be merry once upon a 
holiday. 

Lady. Holiday,” you popiſh cur! is one day more holy than 
another? and if it be, you'll be ſure to get drunk upon it, you 
rogue [Beats him. ] You minx, you impudent flirt, are you jiging 
it after an abominable fiddle? all dancing is whoriſh, huſſy. 

; [Lugs her by the ears, 

Lucy. O Lud! ſhe has pull'd off both my ears. 

Sir John Pray, Madam, conſider your ſex and quality; I 
bluſh for your behaviour. 

Lady. Conſider your incapacity ; you ſhall not inſtru me. 
Who are you thus muffled, you buzzard? 

[She beats 'em all, Jobſon ſteals by. 

Job. I am an honeſt, plain, pſalm ſinging cobler, madam; 


if your ladyſhip won'd but go to church, you might hear me 
above all the reſt there, 
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Lady. I'll try thy voice here firſt, villain. [Strikes him, 

Job. Nounz? what a pox, what a devil ails you? 

Lady. O profane wretch! wicked varlet! 

Sir John For ſhame! your behaviour is monſtrous ! 

Lady. Was ever poor lady ſo miſerable in a brutiſh huſband 
as I am? | that am fo pious and fo religious a woman! 


Job. Sings. He that bas the beſt wife, 
She's the plague of bis life, 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel. [Exit, 


Lady O rogue, ſcoundrel, villain! 

Sir John. Remember modeſty. 

Lady. I'll rout ye all with a vengeance, I'll fpoil your ſqueak- 
ing ieble. [Beats the fiddle about the blind man's head. 

Fid. O murder, murder! I am a dark man, which way ſhall 
I get hence: Oh heaven! ſhe has broke my fiddle and undone 
me and my wife and children, 

Sir John. Here, poor fellow, take your ſtaff and be gone : 
there's money to buy you two ſuch; that's your way. 

[Exit Fidler. 

Laly. Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; muſt my eſtate 
maintain you in your profuſeneſs? 

Sir john. Go up to your cloſet, pray, and compoſe your mind. 

Lady O wicked man! to bid me pray. 

Sir ſohn. A man can't be completely curſt, I ſee, without 
marriage; but ſince there is ſuch a thing as ſeparate mainten- 
ance, ſhe ſhall to morrow enjoy the benefit of it. 


AIR V. Of all comforts I miſcarry'd. 


Of the ſtates in life ſo various, 
Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious ; 
Tis @ maze ſo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new mazes finding ; 
*Tis an ation ſo ſevere, 
That nought but death can ſet us clear ; 
Happy's the man from wedloc free, © 
Whe kuows to prize bis liberty : 

ere men wary 

How they marry, 


We ſoould not be by balf fo full of miſery. 
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[Knocking at the door. 


Here, where are my ſervants? Muſt they be frighted from me? 
—— Within there - ſee who knocks. 

Lady. Within there. — Where are my flats? Ye drabs, ye 
quears—liphts there, 


Enter ſcrvants, ſneaking, with candles. 


But. Sir, it is a doctor that lives ten males off; he practiſes 
phyſic, and is an aſtrologer; your worſhip knows him very 
well, he is a cunning-man, makes almanacks, and can help 

* : A C f p 
people to their goods again, 


Enter Doctor. 


Doct. Sir, 1 humbly beg your honour's pardon for this un- 
ſeaſonable intruſion ; but J am benighted, and 'tis ſo dark that 
I can't poſſibly find my way nome; and knowing your wor- 
ſhip's hoſpitality, deſire the favour to be harbour'd under your 
roof to night. 

Lady. Ou of my houſe, you lewd conjurer, you magician. 

Doct Here's a turn! — here's a change! — Well, if I have 


any art, ye (hall ſmart for this. - [Attde, 
Sir lohn. You ſee, friend, I am not mater of my own houſe; 

. U 

therefore, to avoid any uneaſineſs, go down the laue about a 


quarter of a mile, and you'll ſee 2 cobler's, cottage, ſtay there 
a little, and I'll ſend my ſer ant to conduct ycu to a tenant's 
houſe, where you'l{ be well entertain d. 

Do. I thank you, Sir, i'm vour moſt humble ſ:rvant..— 
But as for your lady there, ſhe ſhall this night fecl my reſent» 


— 


ment. Exit. 
Sir John. Come, madam, you and I muſt have ſome con- 
fe ence together, 
Lady. Yes, I will have a conference and a reformation too 


in this houſe, or I'll turn it upſide down —I1 will. 
A I R VI. Contentce country farmer. 


Sir John. Crant me, ye pow'es! but this regueſt, 
And let who will the worid conteſt ; 
Convey ber to ſome diſtant ſbore, 
I here I may ne'er behold her more, 
Or let me to ſoine cottage fiy, 
In freedoms arms to live and die. [Excunt, 


& 


— 0 
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SCENE III. The Cobler's. 


EL L, and he DOCTOR. 

Nell. Pray, Sir, mend your draught, if you pleaſe, you are 
very welcome, Sir. | 

Doct. Thank you heartily, good woman, and to requite your 
civility, I'll tell you your fortune. 

Nell. O, pray do, Sir; I never had my fortune told me in 
my lite. 

Do. Let me behold the lines of your face. 

Nell. I'm afraid, Sir, 'tis none of the cleaneſt ; I have been 
about dirty work all this day. | 

Doct Come, come, "tis a good face, be not aſham'd of it, 
you ſhall ſhew it in greater places ſuddenly, 

Nell. O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham'd; I want dacity 
when I come before great folks. 

Doct. You mult be confident, and fear nothing; there is 
much happinels attends you. 

Nell. O me! this is a rare man; heaven be thanked. 

Doct. To-morrow before ſun-riſe you ſhall be the happieſt 
woman in the country, 

Nell. How, by to-morrow ? alack-a-day ! Sir, how can that be? 

Doct. No more ſhall you be troubled with a ſurly huſband 
that rails at, and ſtraps you. 

Nell. Lud how came he to know that? he muſt be a conjurer ! 
indeed my huſb.nd is ſomewhat rugged, and in his cups will beat 
me, but it is not much; he's an honeſt pains-taking man, and 
I let him have his way. Pray, Sir, take other cup of ale. 

Doct. I thank you. — Believe me, to-morrow you ſhall he the 
richeſt woman i'th' Hundred, and ride in your own coach. 

Nell. O father! you jeer me. 

Doct. By my art! I do not. But mark my words, be con- 
fident, 2nd bear all out, or worſe will follow. | 

Nell. Never fear, Sir, I warrant you-—O Gemini! a cock? 

AIR VII. Send home my long-ſtray'd eyes. 
My ſwelling beart now leaps u ith Jy, 
And riches all my thoughts employ - 
No more ſpall people call me Nell, F 
Her Ladyſhip will de as well, 
Deck'd in my golden rich array, a 


T'll in my chari:t roll away, 


And. ſvine at ring, at ball, and play. 
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Enter Jobſon. 


Job. Where is this quean? here, Nell! what a pox, are you 
drunk with your lambs wool? 

Nell. O husband! here's the rareſt man—he has told me my 
fortune. 

Job. Has he ſo! and planted my fortune too, a luſty pair 
of horns upon my head —Eh!— Is't not ſo? 

Dot. Thy wife is a virtuous woman, and thou'lt be happy — 

Job. Come out, you hang-dog, you jupgier, you cheating, 
bamboozling villain, muſt I be cuckolded by ſuch rogues as you 
are, mack maticians, and almanack makers? 

Nell. Pr'ythce peace, huſband, we ſhall be rich, and have a 
coach of our own. 

Job. A coach! a cart, a wheel-barrow, you jade. — Py the 
mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moſt confoundedly drunk. 
ct you to bed, you (trumpet. | beats her. 

Nell. O mercy on us! is this a taſte of my good fortune? 

Doct. You had better not have touch'd her, you furly rogue. 

Job. Out of my houſe, you villain, or i'il run my aul up 
to the handle in your buttocks. 

Do. Farewel, you paltry ſlave. 

Job. Get out, you rogue. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. Changes to an open country. 
DOCTOR, ſolus. 
AIR VIII. The ſpirit's ſong in Mackbeth. 


My little ſpirits now appear, 

Nadir and Abithog draw near. 

Toe time ts ſhort, make no delay, 

Then quickly late and came away ? 
Nor moon, nor flars, afford their light, 
But all is wrapt in gloomy night : 
Both men and beaſts to reſt incline, 


And all things favour my deſign. 
Spirits. [within ] Say, maſter, what is to be done? 


Dot. My ftrit commands de fure attend, 
Fer ere this night all have an end, 


You muſt this cobler's wife transform, 
Aud tio the knight 's the lite performs; 
2 Ys 
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With all your moſt ſpecific charms, 


Convey each wife ts diff rent arms ; 


wi 

Let the deluſion be fo ſtrong, | v 

That none may know the right from wrong. : h. 
. All this we will with ca 0 
Within, } | e wh We care perform, : 

In thunder, lightning, and a orm. [Thunder, | d 

Exeunt. ; ti 

SCENE changes to the Cobler's houſe, Jobſon at 1 
work. The bed in view. 


Job. What devil has been abroad to-night? I never hear& Y_ 
ſuch claps of thunder in my life. I thought my little hovel 
would have flown away ; but now all is clear again, and a fine 


ſtar-light morning it is. I'll ſettle myſelf to work. They fay 
winter's thunder is ſummer's wonder. 


„ m 


AIR IX. Charming Sally. 


Of all the trades ſrom eaſt to weſt, 
The cobler's paſt contending, 

Ts Iike in time to prove the beſt, 
Which ev'ry day is mending. 

Heu great his praiſe who can amend 
The foals of all his neighbours, | 

Nor is unmindful of bis end, | 
Bat to bis laſt ſtill labaurs. 


Lady. Heyday! what impudent ballad-ſinging rogue is that, 
who dares wake me out of my fleep? Ill have you flead, you 
raſcal. 


Job. What-a-pox, does ſhe talk in her ſleep? or is ſhe drunk 
mill: 


AIR X. Now ponder well, ye parents dear. 


I. In Bath a wanton wife did dwell, 

As Chuucer he did write, 

Who wantonly did ſpend ber time 
In many a fond delight, 

All on a time ſo fick ſue was, g 
Aud ſbe at length did die, | 

Ind then ber foul at Parazijz 
Did knock moſt mightily, 
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Lady. Why, villain, raſcal, ſereech-oul, who makeſt a 
worſe noiſe than a dog hung in the pales, or a hog in a high 


wind. Where are all my ſervants? Some body come and 


hamſtring this rogue. Knocks. 
Job. Why, how now, you brazen que an! you mult get 
drunk with the conjurer, muſt you 5 I'll give you money another 


time to ſpend in lambs woo!, yu ſaucy jade, ſhall 1? 


Lady. Monſtrous! I can ind no bell to ring. V here are 
my lerv4iits? They (hall roſs him in a blanket. 
Job. Ay, the jade's alleep tlilt; the conjurer told her ſhe 
ſhould keep her coach, and the is dreaming of her equipage. 
(Sings. 


II. Twill come in, in ſpite, foe ſaid, 

Gf all fuch churls as thee ; 

Thou art the cauſe of all cur pain, 
Our grief and miſery. 

T bot firſt rote the commandment, 
In honour of thy wife : 

When Alam heard ber ſay theſe words, 
He ran away for life: 


Lady. Why, huſband! Sir John! will you ſuffer me to be 
thus inſulted? 

Job. Huſband ! Sir John! what-a-pox has ſhe knighted me? 
and my name's Zckel too; a good jeſt, faith. 

Lady. Ha! he's gone, he is not in the bed. Heaven! where 
am 1? Foh! what lothſome ſmells are here? Canvas ſheets, 
and a filthy ragged curtain; a beaſily rug, and a lock bed. 
Am I awake, or is it all a dream? what rogue is that? Si rah! 
Where am 1? Who brought me hither? What raſczl are vun; 

Job. This is amazing, I never heard ſuch words from her 
before. If I take my ſtrap to you, I'll make you know your 
huſband. I'll teach you better manners, you ſaucy drab. 

Lady. Oh aſtoniſh ng impudence! you my huſband, Sirrah ? 
Vil have you hanged, you rogue; I'm a lady. Let me know 
who has given me a flceping draught, and convey d me hither, 
you dirty varlet? | 

Job. A flceping draught: yes, you drunken jade, you had a 
ſlceping draught with à pox to you. V, bat, has not your lan bs 
wool done working yet? 

Lady. Where am 1? Where has my villanous huſband put 
me? Lucy! Letüce! where are my queaas ? 

B 3 
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Job. Ha, ha, ha! what does ſhe call her maids too? The 


conjurer has made her mad as well as drunk. 

Lady. He talks of conjurers; ſure I am ben itch'd. Ha! what 
clothes are here? a lindſiy-woolſey gown, a calico hood, a 
red bays petticoat, | am remov'd from my own houfe by witch 
craft. What mult I dv? What will become of me? 


[Horns wind without, 


Job. Hark! the hunters and the merry horns are abroad. 
Why Nell, you lazy jade, 'tis break of day; to work, to work, 
come, and ſpin, you drab, or I'll tan your hide for you : What- 
a-pox, mult I be at work two hours before you in a morning? 

Lady. Why, Sirrah, thou impudent villain, doit thou not 
know me, rogue ? 

Job. Know you, yes, I know you well enough, and I'll make 
you know me before I have done with you. 

Lady. I am Sir John Loverule's lady; how came I here! 

Job. Sir John Loverule's lady! no, Nell, not quite ſo bad 
neither; that damn'd ſtingy, fanatic whore plagues every one 
that comes near her, the whole country curſes her, 

Lady. Nay, then I'll hold no longer; you rogue, you in- 
ſolent villain, I'Il teach you better manners. 

[ Flings the bedſtatf and other things at him. 

Job. This is more than ever | ſaw by her, I never had an 
ill word from her before. Come, ſtrap, I'll try your mettle; 
11 ſober you, I warrant you, Quean. 

[He ſtraps her, ſhe flies at him, 

Lady. I'll pull your throat out; I' tear out your eyes ; I'm 
a lady, Sirrah. O murder! murder! Sir John Loverule will 
hang you for this; murder! murder! 

Job. Come, hufly, leave fooling, and come to your ſpinning, 
or elſe I'll lamb you, you ne'er was fo lamb'd ſince you were 
an inch long. Take it vp, you jade. 

[She flings it down, he ſtraps her. 
Lady. Hold, hold, I'll do any thing. 
Job. Oh! I thought I ſhould bring you to yourſelf again. 
Lady. What ſhall I do? I can't ſpin. [Alide, 
Job. Il into my ſtall; tis broad day now. 


[Works and ſings, 
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AIR XI. Come, let us prepare. 


© Let matters of ſtate 
» Diſquict the great: 
»The cobler has nought to perplex him; 
„Has nought but his wife 
„% To ruffic his life, 
* And her he can ſtrap if ſhe vex him, 


He's out of the pow'r 
„ Of Fortune, that whore, 
© Since low as can be, ſhe has thruſt him; 
„From duns he's ſccure, 
© For being lo poor, 
„There's none to be found that will truſt him, 


Heyday, I think the jade's brain is turn d. What have you 
forgot to ſpin, hufly ? 

Lady. But I have not forgot to run. VII cen try my feet; 
I ſhall find ſomebody in the town, ſure, that will ſucconr ne 


r 


* 


0 0 A. 


Job. What, does ſhe run for it? I'll after he: 


SCENE changes to Sir Joh a's Hlouſe; 
Nell in Bed. 


Nell. What pleaſant dreams I have a to-n ght! methought 


J was in Paradiſe, upon a bed of lets and roles, and the 
ſweeteſt huſband by my ſide ha! bless me, where m I now? 
What ſxcets are theſe? No gar'en in ce Spring can equal lem; 
Am I on a bed? The Get are {aclenct lure, no linen cyer was 
ſo fine. What a gay, f nt be have 3 pot? O heaven! ! dream! 


yet if this be a dream, would not with to wake again. Sure, 
I died laſt night, and went to heaven, and this is it, 


Enter l. VU: CF. 


Lucy. Now muſt I wake an alarm that will not lie ſtill 
again till midnight, at ſooneſt ; the firſt greeting, I ſuppoſe, will 
be jade, or whore. Madam! madam! EB, 

Nell. O Gemini! who's this? What doſt fay, Sweetheart? 

Lucy. Sweetheart! oh lud, ſweetheart! the beſt names | have 
had theſe three months from ker, have been flut, or «hore, 


What gown and ruffles will your lady hip wear to-day ? 
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Nell. What does ſhe mean? ladyſhip! gown! and ruffles! 
Surc 1 am awake; oh! I remember tlie cunning-man now. 

Lucy. Did your lady ſhip ipcak ? 

Nell. Ay, child, Pl] wear the ſame I did yeſterday. 

Lucy. Mercy upon me! child? here's a miracle! 


Enter LET TICE. 


Let. Is my lady awake? Have you had her ſhoe or her lip- 
per hung at your head yet? 

Lucy. Oh no, I'm overjoy'd; ſhe's in the kindeſt humour! 
go to tlie bed and ſpeak to her, now is your time. 

Let. Now's my time! what to have another tooth beat out; 
madam 2? 

Neil. What doſt ſay, my dear ? 
ſhe have? 

Let. What work will your ladyſhip be pleas'd to have done 
to-day ? Shall 3 work plain-work, or go to my ſtitching ? 

Nell. Work, child! 'tis holiday; no work to-day. 

et. Oh Mercy! am I, or ſhe awake? or do we both dream? 

herc's 2 bleſt change! 


O father! what would 


— 


acy. it continues, we ſhall be a happy family. 


. Aydchip's chocolate is ready. 

Nell Merv on me! what's that? ſome garment, I ſuppoſe. 
LAſide but tc then, Sweetheart. 

Let. Fot it oa, man I have taken it off, tis ready to 
drink. 

Nell. I mean, put it by, 1 dot care for drinking now. 

Entc.i | ( 
Cook. Now go I like a bear tio ti. take, to know her ſcurvy 


lady ſhip's commands about dinner. low n. n, raſcally names 
muit 1 be cail'd? 

Let. Oh, John Cook ! you'll be out of your wits to find my 
lady in fo ſweet a temper. 

Cook. What a devil, are they all mad? 


Lucy. Madam, here's the cook come about dinner. 

Nell. Oh! there's a fine cook! He looks like one of your 
gentletuiks, Aſide.] — Indeed, honeſt man, I'm very hungry 
now, pray get me a raſher upon the coals, a piece of one milk 
cheeſe, and ſome white bread. 

Cook. Hey! what's to do here? my head turns rcund. 
Honeſt man! I look'd for rogue or raſcal, at leaſt. She's ſtrangely 
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chang'd in her diet, as well as her humour. [Afide.] I'm afraid, 
madam, cheeſe and bacon will ſit very heavy on your lady ſhip's 
ſtomach, in a morning. If you pleaſe, madam, III toſs you up 
a white fricaſce of chickens in a trice, madam; or what docs 
your ladyſhip think of a veal ſweetbread ? 

Nell. len what you will, good cook. 

Cook. Good cook! good cook! Ah! 'tis a ſweet lady. 


Enter BUTLER, 


Oh kiſs me, Chip, I am out of my wits; we have the kindeſt 
ſweeteſt lady. 

But. You ſhamming rogue, I think you are out of your 
wits, all of ye; the maids look merrily too. 

Lucy. Here's the Butler, madam, to know your lady ſhip's 
orders. 

Nell. Oh! pray Mr. Butler! let me have ſome ſmall- beer 
when my breakfa!t comes in. 

But. Mr. Butler! Mr. Butler! I ſhall be turn'd into ſtone 
wit amazement. [Aſide ] — Would not your ladyſhip rather 
have a plafſs of Frontiniac, or Lacryme ? 

Nell. © dear! what hard names are there; but I muſt not 
betray myſaf. [Afide.]J-— Well, which you pleaſe, Mr. Butler, 


Enter COACHMA NN, 


But. Go, get you in, and be rejoiced as I am. 

Coach. The cook has been making his game Iknow not 
how long. What, do you banter too? 

Lucy. Madam, the coachman. 

Coach. I come to know if your ladyihip goes out to-day, and 
which you'll have; the coach, or chariot. 

Nell. Good lack-a-day ! I' ride in the coach, if you pleaſe, 

Coach. The ſky will fall, that's certain. | [ Exit. 

Nell. I can hardly think I am awake yet. How well pleaſed 
they all ſeem to wait upon me! O notable cunning man my 
head turns round; I am quite giddy with my own happineſs, 


AIR XII. What tho” I am a country laſs. 


„ Tho' late J was a cobler's wife, 
In cottage moſt obſcure a, 

% In plain-ſtuff gown, and ſhort-ear'd caif, 
„Hard labour did endure-a: 
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The ſcene is chang'd, I'm alter'd quite, 
And from poor humble Nell-a, 
* I'll learn to dance, to read and wiite, 
And from all bear the bell-a. [ Exit, 


Enter Sir 10 HN, meeting his ſervants. 
But. Oh, Sir! here's the rareſt neus! 


Lucy. There never was the like, Sir; you'll be overjoy'd 
and amaz'd. 

Sir John. What, are you mad? What's the matter with ye? 
How now! here's a new face in my family; what's the mcan- 
ing of all this? 

But, Oh, Sir! the family is turned upſide down, We are 
almoſt diſtracted ; the happicſt people! 

Lucy. Ay, my lady, Sir, my lady. 

Sir John. What, is the dead? 


But. Dead! heaven forbid; O! ſhe's the beſt of women, the 
ſweeteſt lady 


Sir John. This is aſtoniſhing! I muſt go and enquire into 


this wonder. If this be true, I ſhall rejoice indeed. 
But. Tis true, Sir, upon my honour. Long live Sir John 


and my lady! huzzah! [Exit Sir John, 


Enter NE L L. 


Nell. I well remember the cunning man warn'd me to bear 
all out with confidence, or worſe, he ſaid, wou'd follow. I am 
aſham'd, and know not what to do with all this ceremony: I 
am amaz'd, and out of my ſenſes. I look'd in the glaſs, and 
ſaw a gay fine thing I knew not; methuught my face was not 
at all like that I have ſcen at home in a piece of looking-glaſs 
faſten'd upon the cupboard. But great ladies, they ſay, have 
flattering glaſſes, that ſhew them far unlike themſelves, whilſt 
poor folks glaſſes repreſent them c'en juſt as they are. 


AIR XIII. When I was a dame of honour. 


Fine ladies with an artful grace, 
„ Diſguiſe each native feature; 

« Whilit flatt'ring glaces thew the face, 
As made by art, not nature: 

« But we poor folks in home-ſpun grey, 
By patch nor waſhes tainted, 

* Look freſh and ſweeter far than they, 
That {till are faacly painted. 
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Lucy. O madam! here's my maſter juſt return'd from hunting, 
Enter Sir 10 HN. 


Nell. O Gemini! this fine gentleman my huſband, 

Sir John. My dear, I'm overjoy'd to ſee my family thus 
tranſported with ecſtaſy which you occabon'd. 

Nell. Sir, 1 ſhall always be proud to do every thing that 
may give you delight, and your family fatisfaQtion. 

Sir John. By hcav'n! I am charm'd; dear creature, if thou 
continueſt thus, I had rather enjoy thee than the Indies. But 
can this be real ? may I believe my ſenſes? 

Nell. All that's good above can witneſs for me, I am in 
earneſt. [Kneels. 

Sir John. Riſe, my deareſt. Now am I happy indeed 
Where are my friends, my ſervants? call em all, and let them 
be witneſſes of my happineſs. {Exit. 

Nell. O rare ſweet man! he ſmells all over like a noſegay.-— 
Heaven preſerve wy wits. 


AIR XIV. "Twas within a furlong. etc. 


Nell. Octiarming cunning-man ! thou haſt been wondrous kind. 
„And all thy golden words do now prove true J find; 
Ten thouſand tranſports wait, 
To crown my happy ſtate, 
* Thus kifg'd, and preſs'd, 
* And doubly bleſs'd 
In al! this pomp and ſtate : 
Feu ſcenes of joy ariſe, 
*« Whict. fill me with ſurpriſe; 
« My rock, and reel, 
And ſpinning wheel, 
* And huſband I deſpiſe; 
* Then Jobſon, now adieu, 
Thy cobling ſtill purſue, 
« For hence I will not, cannot, no, nor muſt got buckle to. 
[Exit, 
SCENE, [obſon's Hcuſe, 


Enter LADY. 
Was ever lady yet fo miſerable? I can't make one ſoul in the 
village acknowlege me; they ivre are all of th. conſpiracy.” 
This wicked huſband of mine has laid a deviliſh plot againſt me; 
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I muſt at preſent ſubmit, that I may hereafter have an oppor- 
tunity of executing my deſign. Here comes the rogue; 1'il 
have him ſtrangled ; but now 1 muſt yield, 


Enter JOBSON, 


Job. Come on, Nell, art thou come to thyſelf yet? 

Lady. Yes, I thank you, I wonder what I aii'd; this cun- 
ning- mar has put powder in my drink, moſt certainly, 

Job. Powder! the brewer put good ſtore of powder of malt 
in it, that's all. Powder, quoth ſhe! ha, ha, ha! 

Lady. I never was ſo all the days of my life. 

Job. Was fo, no, nor I hope ne'er will be ſo again, to put 
me to the trouble of ſtrapping you ſo deviliſhly. 

Lady. I'll have that right hand cut off for that, rogue. [Alide. ] 
You was unmerciful to bruiſe me fo. 

Job. Well, I'm going to Sir John Loverulc's; all his tenants 
are invited; there's to be rare feaſting and revelling, and open 
houſe kept for three months. 

Lady. Huſband, ſhan't I go with you? 

Job. What the devil ails thee now? Did I not tell thee but 
yeſterday, I would ſtrap thee for deſiring to go, and art thou 
at it again, with a pox ? 

Lady. What does the villain mean by ſtrapping, and 
yeſterday ? 

Job. Why, IT have been marry'd but ſix weeks, and yon long 
to make me a cuckold already. Stay at home and be hang'd, 
there's good cold pie in the cupboard, but III truſt thee no 
more with ſtrong beer, huſly. [Fxit, 

Lady. Well, Il not be long after you; ſure I ſhall get 
ſom: of my own family to know me, they can't be all in this 
wicked plot. [Exit, 

S CE N E, Sir John's. 


Sir 10 HN and company enter. 


A e. 
Sir John. Was ever man poſſeſt of 
„% So ſweet, ſo kind a wife! 
Nell. « Dear Sir, you make me proud: 
* Be you but kind, 
* And you ſhall find 
% All the good I can boaſt of, 
« Shall end but with my life. 
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Sir John. „ Give me thy lips. 

Nell. * Firſt let me, dear Sir, wipe em. 

Sir ſolin. „Was ever ſo ſweet a wife! [Kiſſing ber. 
Nell. „Thank you, dear Sir! | 


* vow and proteſt, 
% ne'er was fo kiſt; 
* Again Sir! 
Sir John. Again, and again, my deareſt; 
O0 may it laſt for life! 
What joy thus to enfold thee! 


Nell. „What pleaſure to behold thee ! 
* Inclin'd again to kiſs! 

Sir John. * How ravithing the bliſs! 

Nell. * I little thought this morning, 


« Twou'd ever come to this.” Da Capo. 
Enter LADY. 


Lady. Here's a fine rout and rioting! You ſirrab, Butler, you 
rogue. | 
But. Why, how now! who are you? 
Lady. Impudent varlet! don't you know your lady? 
Bot. Lady! here, turn this mad woman out of doors. 
Lady. You raſcal, take that, Sirrah. [Flings a glaſs at him, 
Foot. Have a care, huſſy, there's a good pump without, we 
ſhall cool your courage for you. 
Lady. You, Lucy, have you forgot me too, you minx? 
Lucy. Forgot you, woman! way I never remember'd you, 
T never ſaw you before in my life. 
Lady. Oh the wicked flut! I'll give you cauſe to remember 
me, I will, huſſy. Pulls her headelothes off, 
Lucy. Murder! murder! help! 
Sir John. How now! what uproar's this? 
Lady. You, Lettice, you flut, won't you know me neither? 
[Strikes her, 
Let. Help, help! — 
Sir John. What's to do there? 
But. Why, Sir, here's a madwoman calls herſelf my lady, 
and is beating and cuffing us all round. 
Sir Jobn. [To Lady.] Thou my wife! poor creature, I pity 
thee, I never ſaw thee before. 
Lady. Them it is in vain to expect redreſs from thee, thou 
wicked contriver of all my miſery, 
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Nell. How am I amaz'd! can that be I, there in my clothes, 
that have made ail this diſturbance? And yet I am here, to my 
thinking, in theſe fine clothes. How can this be? I am ſo con- 
founced and aftrighted that I begin to wiſh I was with Zekel 
Jobſon again. 

Lady. To whom ſhall I apply myſelf, or whither can 1 fly? 
heaven! What do I ſee? Is not that I, yonder, in my gown 
and petticoat I wore yeſterday? How can it be! 1 cannot be 
in two places at once. 

Sir John. Poor wretch! ſhe's ſtark mad, 

Lady. What, in the devil's name, was I here before I came? 
Let me look in the glaſs. Oh heav'ns! I'm aſtoniſh'd, I don't 
know myſelf! If this be I that the glaſs ſhews me, I never ſaw 
myſelf before. 

Sir John, What incoherent madneſs is this? 


Enter JOBSON. 
Lady. There, that's the devil in my likeneſs, who has robb'd 


me of my countenance. Is he here too? 

Job. Ay, huily, and here's my ſtrap. you quean, 

Nell. O dear! I'm afraid my huſband will beat me, that am 
on Yother ſide the room there. 

Job. I hope your honours will pardon her, ſhe was drinking 
with a conjurer laſt night, and has been mad ever fince, and 
calls herſclf my lady Loverule. 

Sir John. Poor woman! take care of her; do not hurt her, 
ſhe may be cur'd of this. 

Job. Yes, and pleaſe your worſhip, you ſhall ſee me cure her 
preſently. Huſſy, do you ſee this? 

Nell. O! pray Zekel, don't beat me. 

Sir John. What ſays my love? Does ſhe infect thee with 
madneſs too? 

Nell. I am not well, pray lead me in. [Exeunt Nell and maid, 

Job. I beſeech your worſhip don't take it ill of me, ſhe ſhall 
never trouble you more. 

Sir John. Take her home, and uſe her kindly. 

Lady. What will become of me? [Excunt Jobſon and Lady, 


Enter FOOTMAN, 


Foot. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt night, deſires you 
will give him leave to ſpeak a word or two with you, upon 
very carneſt buſineſs. 
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Sir John, What can this mean? bring him in. 
Enter DOCTOR, 


Doct. Lo! on my knees, Sir, I beg forgiveneſs for what I 
have done, and put my life into your hands. 

Sir John What mean yon? 

Do. I have exercis'd my magic art upon your lady; I 
know you have too much honour to take away my life, ſince 
I might have ſtill conceal'd it, had I pleas'd. 

Sir John. You have now brought me to a glimpſe of miſery 
too great to bear. ls all my happineſs then turn'd into viten 
only? 

Doct. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any harm comes on it, 
I freely give you leave to hang me. 

Sir John. Inform me what you have done. 

Do&. I have transform'd your lady's face fo that ſhe ſeems 
the Cobler's wife, and have charm'd ber face into the likeveſs 
of my lady's; and laſt night when the ſtorm * my ſpirits 
convey d them to each other's bed. 

Sir John. Oh wretch! thou haſt undone me, I am fallen from 
the height of all my hopes, and muſt ſtill be curſt with a tem- 
peſtuous wife, a fury whom I never knew quiet fince I had her. 

Doct. If that be all, I can continue the charm for both 
their lives. 

Sir John. Let the event be what it will, I'll hang you if 
you do not end the charm this inſtant. 

DoR. I will this minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll find it the 
luckicit of your life; I can aſſure you, your lady will prove the 
better for it. 

Sir ſolin. Hold, there's one material circumſtance I'd know. 

Dod. Your pleaſure, Sir? 

Sir ſohn. Perhaps the Cobler has — you underſtand me! 

Doct. I do aſſure you, No; for ere the was convey'd to his 
bed, the Cobler was got up to work, and he has done nousht 
but beat her ever ſince, and you are like to reap the fruits of 
his labour. He'll be with you in a minute; here he comes. 


Enter JOBSON. 


Sir John. So Jobſon, where's your wife? 

Job. And pleaſe your worſhip, ſhe's here at the door, but in- 
deed 1 thought I had loſt her juſt now; for as ſhe came into 
the hall, ſhe fell into ſuch a ſwoon, that I thought ſhe would 
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never come out on't again; but a tweak or two by the noſe, 
I and balf a dozen ſtraps did the buſineſs at laſt. Here, where are 


f you, houſewite ? of n 
4 8 
* Enter LADY. | 
* 0 Cart 
A, [Butler holds up the candle, but lets it fall when he ſees her.] ado! 
* But. O heaven and earth! is this my lady? bon 
| Job What docs he ſay? wy wite change to my lady? | | 
Cook Ay, I thought the other was too good for our lady. hit! 
Lady. [To Sir John} Sir, you are the perſon I have moſt 
offended, and here confeſs I have been the worſt of wives in- > qui 
every thing, but that I always kept myſelf chaſte. If you can 
vouchiſafe once more to take me to your boſom, the remainJer. E a 
of my days ſhall joyfully be ſpent in duty, and obſervance of 
your will. to 
Sir John. Riſe, madam, I do forgive you; and if you are 
ſinccte in what you ſay, you'll make me happier than all the re 
enjoy ments in the world without you could do. 
Job. What-a-pox! am I to loſe my wife thus? ol 
Enter LUCY and LET TIC. 1 


Lucy. Oh, Sir! the ſtrangeſt accident has happen'd, it has 
amaz d us; my lady was in ſo great a fwoon, we thought ſhe 0 
had been dead. 

Let. And when ſhe came to herſelf, ſhe prov'd another woman, 

Job. Ha, ha, ha! a bull, a bull. | I 

Lucy. She is fo chang'd, I knew her not; I never ſaw her 
face before: O lud! is this my lady? 

Let. We thall be maul'd again. 

Lucy. I thought our happineſs was too great to laſt. 

Lady. Fear not, my ſervants. It ſhall hereafter be my 
endeavour to make ye happy. 

Sir John. Perſcvere in this reſolution, and we ſhall be bleſt 
zudccd, for life. 


«S 4a 


Enter NE LL. 

Nell. My head turns round, I muſt go home: O Zekel! are 
you there? þ * - 

Job. O lud! is that fine lady my wife! I'gad I'm afraid to 
come near her. What can be the meaning of this? 

Sir John. This is a happy change, and I'll have it celebrated 
with all the joy I proclaim'd for my late ſhort-liv'd viſiou. 

Lady. To me 'tis the happieſt day I ever knew. 
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Sir John. Here, Jobſon, take thy fine wife 

Job. But one word, Sir.— Did not your u orſhi; p make a buck 
of me, under the roſe? 

Sir Jolin. No, upon my honour, nor ever kit her lips till l 


came from hunting: but ſince the has been a means of br:nging 


about this happy change, I'll give thee five hundred pounds 
home with her; go buy a ſtack of lenther 

Job. Brave boys! I'm a prince, 155 prince of coblers. Come 
hither and kiſs me, Nell, Vil never ſtrap —_ more. 


Nell. Indeed, Zekel, I have N in ſuch a dgrcam, that I'm 
quite weary of it. 

Nell. Forſooth, madam, will you pleaſe to take your clothes, 
and let me have mine again. 

Job. Hold your tongue, you fool, they'll ferve you to go 
to Church. [ Ade. 

Lady. No, thou ſhalt keep them, and T'll preſerve thine as 
xeliqucs. 

Job. And can your good ladyſhip forgive my rapping your 
honour ſo very much. 

Lady. Moſt freely. The joy of this bleſſed change ſets all 
my right again. 

John. Let us forget every thing that is paſt, and think 

of . now but joy and pleaſure. 


AIR XVI. Hey boys up go we. 
Lady. Let ev'ry ſace with Pmiles appear, 
Be joy ia ev'ry breaſt, 
Since from a life of pain and care, 
Be * J. JW als tr bleft. 
Sir John, My no remembrance of paſt time 
Our preſent pleaſures foil, 
Be novg bt but mirtb and joy à crime, 
And /porting all cur toil. 


Job. I hope you'll give me leave to ſpeak, 
| may be fo bold; 
There's ncught 1 the devil, and this good . rap 


Could ever tame a ſeald 
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